
Smmermgntesdrea 

Hip.l was with h ercules and Cadmus , once . 

When in a wood of Creete they bayed the Bcare, 

With hounds of Sparta : neucr did 1 heare 
Such gallant chiding. Forbcfides the groues. 

The skyes,the fountainesjeuery region nearc' 

Secme all one mutuall cry. I neucr heard 
So muficall a difeord, fuchfweete thunder, 

ThefMy hounds are bred out of the Spartane kindes 
So flew’d, fo fanded : and their heads are hung 
With eares,that fweepe away the morning <leaw?j 
Crooke kneed, and deawlapt,likc Theffa'ian Buis: 
Slowe in purfuit; but matchtin mouth like bcls. 

Each vnder each. Aery more tunable 
Was neuerhollowdio,nor checra withhorne. 

In Creete, in Sparta , nor in Thejaly. 
ludge when you hearc. But fofr.What nymphes are theft! 

Egeus, My Lord, this my daughter heerc a fleepe, 
AndthiS Lyfander,th\s Demetrisuis, 

Tnfs Helena, old Nedars Helena . 

I wonder of their being here together. 

777e.No doubr,they role vp earely,to obferue 
The right ofMay : and hearing our intent. 

Came hcerc,tn grace of our folemnitic. 

But fpealie, Egeus , isnot this the day. 

That Hermia fhould giue anfwer of herchoyce? 

Egeus ■ It is, my Lord. (home!. 

Thefe, Goe, bid the huntfinen wake* them with theil 
Shout e within they aS/fart vp, H'tnde hemes. 
The . Good morrow, friends. Saint rr dlentine ispaft 
Begin thefe wood birds but to couple, now? 

Eyf, Pardon, my Lord. 
rhe, I pray you all, ftand vp, 

Jknow>y oti two are Riuall enemies. 

How comes this gentle co ncord in the worlds 
That hatred is fo farre from icaloufie, ^ 


, jynOTOinniCT 

. „.g v hate,andfeareno enmitie, 

T ° fl rMv Lord,I flaalrcply amazcdly, 

M fleepe, hajfc waking.Butas yet,lfweare, 

H a rmplvfav how I came here* 

1 c3t1 sTthinke (for truely wouldl fpeake) 

r/now h Idoebethinkemec,foitis; 

*" d ,Iith hither.Our intent 

Kobeg^f rom ^ens^herc^m^t 

law the law, vpontus head. - 

would, nrnmm, 

{ t Helen*;™ fancy following mec. 
frwoood Lord,I wotenotby what power 
(Butbytome power it isjmy loue, 

ofanidle pud* 

Lhinmyuh.Uuhoodeldiadotcvpon. 

And all the faith jthe vertue of my heart. 

The obieft and the pleafure ofmine eye, 

Is onely Helena. To her, my Lord, 

Waslbctrothed, erel [ccHermta: 

But, like »fickneffe,didl loath this foode. 

But, asinhealth, come to my naturall tatte, 

Now I doe wifh it,loue it,long lor it, 

And will for euennote be true to it. 

The. Faire louers,y ou are fortunately met, 

Ofthis dilcourfc^we more will h^ c anon# Egensi 
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